RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

Tears were pouring from Sylvaine's eyes, but her anger was un-
diminishecL Her beautiful auburn hair was tousled and spread about
her face, while the sort of fever that held her in its grip seemed to
release a strong odour from her body that mingled with the smell of
paint.

"If I'm a whore," she cried,, "why do you live with me? If I'm a
whore, why did you get me into the Frangais?"

"That's exactly what I'm wondering/' Simon replied slowly.

And the quarrel followed its course,, outwardly similar to fifty others,
while Sylvaine, as usual, began undressing.

Their mutual reproaches and insults mingled the past and the present
in a sordid battle, in which Simon had the advantages of self-control
and a wounding command of language while Sylvaine had the greater
fury.

Simon reproached her with Edouard Wilner's old body,, and Lulu
Maublanc's dead one, and many more. But she had weapons of de-
fence, from Ines Sandoval's too-short leg to Madame Interim's close-
set eyes.

Then Sylvaine began playing her favourite role, that is to say her
own personality, or rather the personality she thought was hers, the
great martyred lover.

"You've never understood me," she said, "and you never will. No
man can understand. I'm the sort that gives. You don't realize all I've
given you, or you despise it."

"But what do you give?" Simon cried. "Give, give, the woman gives,
we give; one hears nothing else day in and day out! There are a cer-
tain number of you women who, because you're lucky enough to get
rather more pleasure from making love than the rest, shout that you
give. But good God, what do you give? A bloody lot of trouble, that's
all! In all the fifty years I've lived and the more than thirty in which
I've been making love, I've never yet been able to discover what this
famous gift is. It must be something that lies so deep inside you that
it never comes to the surface. And in the name of this mysterious gift,
you demand everything we've got, our time, our money and our peace
of mind. Why don't you just admit that you enjoy yourselves; and
stop asking us to pay for the pleasures that we're responsible for?"

And he realized that he, too, had been automatically undressing.

And then, so as not to appear ridiculous, he got into bed.

VI

Lying beside him, Sylvaine went on with her monologue. The storm
subsided by degrees, but Simon made no reply and even failed to listen
to the last breakers.

Lying on his back, his spectacles on the bedside table, his open eyes
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